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Carrie Gore let me in to the Mill kitchen through the meal room
and loft over the machinery, and there was Mrs. Gore making up
the bread into loaves and putting them into the oven. Good-
natured nice Carrie, with her brown hair arranged in a bush round
her jolly broad open frank face, and her fine lusty arms bare, enter-
tained me by playing on the jingling old harpsichord, sitting very
stiff and straight and upright to the work with her chair drawn in as
near as possible to the key-board so that she was obliged to lean a
little back quite stiff. She played some hymn tunes correctly, but
what I admired most was her good nature, good breeding and per-
fect manners in sitting down to pky directly she was asked without
any false shame or false modesty, without shilly-shallying or holding
back that she might be asked again, but just sitting straight down,
doing what she was asked and doing her best at once without any
nonsense, in a good-tempered cheerful way that many young ladies
might copy with advantage. She is as nice and good a girl as you
will meet in a day's march.
A pretty little girl sat in an armchair by the fire reading. Mrs.
Gore had made her some apple hop-abouts, but forgot to put them
in the oven tih11 reminded her of them. Mrs. Gore wanted me to
have some gin and when I declined offered me tea as an alternative.
I accepted the tea. While they were getting it ready Mary came
back from a long round among the hills on horseback, collecting
bills and money for her father. The Gores of Whitty's Mill are
very well-off, make at least ^200 a year, the schoolmistress says,
and have a matter of £300 in the bank. Carrie had gone upstairs,
and I heard Mrs. Gore calling in a loud voice, 'Came dear, there's
Mary come back, go to the door and take the mare off her*. I rose
and looked through the window into the yard below. Carrie was
leading a bay mare to the stable and a pretty girl who had just dis-
mounted, the Miller's daughter, was coming towards the house with
her riding whip in her hand, dressed in a dark riding habit which she
was holding up as she walked, and a black jaunty pretty hat with a
black feather sat upon her flowing fair hair. It was a pretty picture.
She came into the kitchen straight, with the manners, bearing and
address of a lady, shook hands and welcomed me cordially. 'Well,
Miss Mary, you've had a cold stormy ride/ Her little hand was cold
with riding. She began to tell me where she had been, then went

